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asking for drink. He says there was a whole band of them,
and him with the beard was their head—the ataman, so
to say. They caught three of them, but one got away. They
caught a schoolteacher too who belonged to their band.
They don't believe in God and talk other people out of
believing in Him so that they can rob the churches—that's
the kind they are! Some of our muzhiks felt sorry for
him, but others say he ought to be hanged. We've got lots
of muzhiks as nasty as that!"
The mother listened attentively to the girl's quick dis-
connected speech, trying to overcome her fear and dis-
mal expectations. The girl seemed glad to have someone
listen to her, and rattled on with growing fervour.
"My pa says it all comes from a bad harvest For two
years the land has given us nothing, and it's been hard
on the muzhiks. That's why they're so nasty. They shout
and scrap at the village meetings. One day when they
were selling out Vasukov to pay his debts, he gave the vil-
lage elder such a smack in the face! 'There's my debts
for you/ he says."
Heavy steps were heard outside the door. The mother
grasped the table and pulled herself to her feet.
The blue-eyed muzhik came in without taking off his
cap.
"Where's your suitcase?" he said.
He lifted it easily and shook it.
"Empty. Marka, take this woman to my hut."
He went out without looking back.
"Are you spending the night here?" asked the girl.
"Yes. I came for laces— buy laces	"
"They don't make laces here. They make them in Tin-
,kovo and Daryina, but not here," explained the girl.
"Then I'll go there tomorrow.*'
When the mother had paid for the tea, she delighted
the girl by giving her a three-kopek tip. They went out-
side and the girl stepped lightly over the damp earth in
her bare feet.
"I'll go over to Daryina if you want me to and tell the
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